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from Mary's rose up in his mind. "I believe it was Tom at the'-
bottom of the boat," he thought, "and not Mary at all!"
Such were the thoughts of four human skulls al that moment;
but only to one mood out of all these did the great maternal soul
of the Earth respond and that was to a sudden exultant sense of
peace and deliciousness in Mary's virginal breasts. Her conscious
thoughts were all with Aunt Elizabeth and how thai brave woman
would deal with Philip's anger; but as she stepped over to John's
side and kissed her hand at the departing car something seemed
to stir within her like a warm wave that was at once fire, air and
water and it shivered up from the centre of her being to the tips
of her breasts.
As soon as the car was out of sight John and Mary glanced at
each other with unembarrassed satisfaction.
"I was puzzling in my mind ever since you all overtook me
howT was going to get you to myself, but now that I've got you,"
said John, "I don't care what we do or where we go."
"I care very much because I want to escape from everyone
but you."
"Well, then! The first thing to think of is to find something
to eat. Let's buy some bread and cheese at that Inn over there and
see if they'll let us carry away a flask of port wine."
They went into the little hostelry and had no difficulty in ob-
taining exactly what he had visualised. The Inn lacked a sign-
board and John asked the girl behind the bar what its name was.
"Name?" said the girl with that East Anglian rising inflexion
that seemed to mount up to the last word of the sentence as if in
a kind of optimistic chant or plain-song. "Dew ye come from
far, 'tis Northwold Arms- Dew ye live in these parts, 'lis just the
New Inn. The beer be the same dew ye be thirsty. Tis Patteson^s
best ale and brewed in Norwich."
It was at this point that John heard a voice in the interior
parlour of this repository of Palteson Ale mentioning his grand-
father's name. "They say in Rectory kitchen," said the voice,
"that old man Crow have left all his money to that bloke from
Glastonbury what preaches in Prayer-meeting." The voice became
inaudible then. But presently John caught furthe* words among
which "Geard of Glastonbury" came clearly to him,